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Dave's so gone. I've never seen him like this before, and this is far from the first time | have to handle drunk 
Dave. Maybe the fact that I'm sober for the umpteenth time, and determined to remain that way, is helping to 
intensify the experience. Either way, he's like a big baby, lying on the couch like a dead fish and giggling 

hysterically at his own jokes. For Dave there's only two kinds of wasted; the violent drunk punching anyone and 
everyone who gave him an odd look in the face, or the high as a kite mellowed out oversized toddler who needs 
constant adult supervision. Today I've landed myself with toddler-Dave, which by comparison is by far the best 


option. 


He's on his belly, the three-seat couch in the fancy hotel room suite we've finally managed to trade the old 
grease stained two-seat in our old apartment for completely occupied. His long legs are sticking out over the 
arm rest and he's got his arms folded beneath his chin, head propped up to study me through hazy, glazed 
brown eyes. He's got the doofiest grin on his face, still sort of a half sneer, but gentler. Wiggling his feet a bit, 


he snickers and | roll my eyes. | really should punish him one of these days, one way or another. His 


punishment due, ironically. And then the perfect idea comes to me in the wink of an eye. But | can't do that, 


can |? 


His eyes are falling shut, and my brief moment of hesitation is over faster than it appeared. So what if he 
isn't in his right state of mind? Now is the easiest time to catch the lion before he roars. | grab one of his 
music magazines that he's carelessly strewn all around the suite, approaching him. He doesn't react, simply 
hums some simple tune to himself that | don't recognize. His curls fall over his face like a veil of reds, coppers 
and golds. He's so pretty and peaceful like this. | have to smile. 


Then | remember what I'm going to do, and | slide down onto the couch with as much ease as was possible 
with his heavy, lazy frame taking up all the space. He does however lift his legs, his thighs stretched across 
mine and presenting me a perfect view of his little ass, just the way | was hoping. He's clad in a black band 
tank top and high waisted blue jeans, worn so thin they're almost see-through. No underwear this time, either, 


| note as | can't spot any brief or boxer outlines. This might be even simpler than | imagined. 


| rest one hand casually against his right cheek, feeling the round curve. He doesn't have the biggest or juciest 
ass, but its perky and firm and well shaped. | lick my lips, already picturing in my mind how the pale skin is 
going to look when tinted a crimson, swollen shade of red. | squeeze gently, rubbing and using my thumb to 
trace the junction of thigh and ass. He purrs and pushes his ass upwards, the way | knew he would. One touch, 


and he's putty in my hands. 


People might think he's dominant in bed, but that's a far cry from the truth. Sure, he may get his dick inside 

me but I'm the one who fucks him. | hold the ropes and reigns, and he obediently obeys. | tell him how fast or 
slow to go, when to go down and when to finger. When to kiss and when to bite. My command, and he does as | 
please. He's very gentle and tender, and so caring. He'd never hurt anybody, if anything, he likes it when | hurt 
him. When | bite or scratch or pinch him, he goes insane. 


Placing the magazine on top of his calves, | reach around his waist to pop the button open and tug the zipper 
down. He doesn't say anything, but the way he raises his hips is enough to let me know | have his approval. He 
eagerly arches his back when | tug the pants down, fabric sliding down just below his pale cheeks to expose the 
round globes. | feel my mouth water at the sight, my hands itching to give him a good swat. But | want to give 
it to him when he least expects it. Now's too early. 


Sinking back down like a trusty old lap dog, having complete faith in me, he exhales heavily. | can feel his cock 
poking against my thigh already awakening and ready to play, no longer limp. My hand returns to his ass, 
fingers tickling along the sensitive skin and he shudders. When | run one tip over the crease where the cheeks 
meet, he grunts and spreads his legs for me, trying to give me better access. How cute, he thinks I'm going to 
finger him. Think again, Mustaine. | dip the tip of my index finger in between them and into the valley, running 
it briefly over his puckered hole once. Twice. Thrice. Each time, his thigh muscles tense and the entrance 
twitches in anticipation. When | push shortly against it, it opens up and blossoms for me like a rose bud. 


| know what he's assuming when | withdraw the finger. He thinks I'm sucking on it, making it wet for him. His 
chest is heaving and | see his shoulderblades flex through the skin tight cotton fabric. He looks good enough to 


eat, with his cute little tush in the air and his face buried in his arms, thick ginger curls spilling across his 
arms and hanging over the edge of the couch. But that will have to wait for another time. There's something 
else on the menu tonight. Tracing the crevice one last time and hearing him sigh contentedly, | instead reach 
for the magazine that | put aside before. | roll it up tightly, tapping it lightly against my hand a couple of times 
to make sure it'll do the trick. It will. 


Using my hand to slide the hem of his top up and expose the milky white skin of his lower back, | place free 
my hand against the dip just above his cute little butt, feeling each vertebrae press softly against my palm. | 
feel a small dampness, so he must be sweating. | like it when | get him all worked up, and | can smeel the scent 
of musk in the air when | inhale, mixed with his natural scent of corn chips. Still neither of us speaks, words 


aren't necessary in this moment. But my, is he in for the surprise of his life. 


| raise my hand, and take a deep breath to steady myself. Hold it in. I've never done this before, neither to him 
nor anybody else. What if he gets pissed? Sure, high Dave is easy to run away from, but what happens 
tomorrow when he's no longer strung out? Shaking the persistent second thoughts out of my head, | tighten 
my grip on the magazine and bring it down. The loud smack echoes through the room, his body jolting against 
me and almost rearing up, but | use the hand on his back to hold him down. He groans and wriggles his hips 
but doesn't try to push me away. He doesn't protest, and | take a moment to admire the swell breaking out 


against the cream coloured cheeks. 


My hand goes up again and | deliver a second smack, swatting a bit harder. This time, he gasps but | can tell 
he's trying hard not to move. He wants to be a man and take it, and | believe that even in this state of mind, 
he has some clue as to why he's earned himself a good spanking. | swat one more time, aiming lower. The 
power goes to my head, the rush making my mind swim. | can feel the warmth pooling into my crotch, and into 
my face, as | watch the magazine coming down again and again. His cheeks change colour as the flush creeps 


into them. 


| think I'm on the tenth or eleventh swat when he bucks, pushing his ass upwards and making a mewling sound, 
body writhing. | swear I've never heard him make such pleasure noises, but now that | know how to elicit them, 
l'm going to make the most of it. | deliver five more spanks, quick and without intervals and each time his body 
quakes. His dick is hard by now, poking me and digging into my thigh. So, he likes this. That's good to know. | 
shouldn't be surprised, but still the pleased smile creeps upon my lips. Perfect. 


Tossing the magazine over my shoulder and somewhere behind the couch, | lean down and press a gentle kiss 
to the sorest spot around the middle of his right bun. His skin pimples beneath my lips, feeling hot and | take a 
chance to nip at it. It's covered in speckles of barely visible freckles and l'm fascinated by the intricate pattern 
He grunts again. Dave was never a very loud person in bed, mind you, but he has always been responsive. Very 
much so, just more physically than vocally. My hand on his back is rubbing in circles now, my callused fingers 
tracing each tiny bump of his spine all the way down to the tailbone and dipping into the crevice before 
traveling away again. | hear him panting through an open mouth, breaths quick and shaky. 


l'm going to take pity on him, but first, it's time for the speech. The reprimands. It's time for me to lay down 
the deal, and for him to suck it up like a wet sponge. That's the way it works, | make the rules and he agrees 


to live by them. Even so, he manages to break them more often than not. Bending over, | bring my face as 


close to his as is possible in this position, pressing a chaste kiss to the curve of his exposed shoulder. 

‘Why do you think I'm doing this? | murmur, almost cooing. 

“Cause I've been - been bad, he pants almost immediately, his voice rough and hoarse. 

‘Are you sorry? | ask, giving his ass a fresh new slap with my palm this time. 

He yelps before replying, nodding his head wildly, ‘Yeah. 

‘How sorry? | press on, swatting again and this time its so hard it makes my own palm burn from the sting. 
‘Really f-fuckin' sorry; he breathes, and | know I've got what | want out of him. 


Straightening back up, | decide enough is enough, admiring my handiwork and the way the imprints of each of 
my fingers are proudly on display on a white canvas. | suck my fore- and middle-finger into my mouth, making 
sure to get them slick and wet, dripping with saliva as | let them slip out with a loud pop. Dave mumbles 
something incoherent as he shudders with anticipation My fingers return to his tiny little hole, and | know 
what he wants. He likes this sort of stimulation a lot more than he'd ever care to admit. Out of shame or 


privacy, | wouldn't know. 


| give no warning before pushing both fingers all the way inside his entrance at once, stretching him in one go. 
His breath hitches and his hips shoot up, but | know he can take it. | know he loves it when it hurts a bit, it 
just turns him on more. | can't see his face, but | don't have to. | already know his upper lip is drawn into that 
trademark snarl, and his eyes are screwed shut. He's so gorgeous when he yields to me this way, allowing me 


to take the lead and own him. 


| pull my fingers almost all the way out slowly, only to push them in with a languid stroke. He wriggles again, 
and | know he's silently pleading with me to find his special spot. | can detect the sound of his lips moving, 
despite the wordless movements. Who am | to disappoint? 


Hooking my fingers just a bit and rubbing them against the small bump | find, like so many times before, l'm 
pleased to hear him growl. I've got it right again, alternating the rubbing between circles, up and down ,and 
from side to side. He's practically shaking, my ministrations driving him closer to edge and he's rocking his hips, 
his hardness grinding purposely against my thigh. It leaves a wet trail, as a promise of what's to come, but | 
don't mind, anything that offers him relief is golden to me. No pun intended. 


| press down as hard as | dare onto the delicate spot, and he goes taut like a bow spring. | know that's the cue, 
| know he's on the verge. Grabbing his wild tresses of strawberry blonde curls, | yank his head upwards, 


hissing in a low and dangerous tone. 


‘You better fuckin’ come for me, Mustaine, | demand, giving his spot a too rough, too sudden push. 


And he does, just as predicted. With a guttural, animalistic growl followed by a soft purr, | feel his hips buck 
and warm wetness seeping through the fabric of my very own jeans. | know I'm hard too, my cock throbbing, 
but this isn't about me. It's about putting him in his place and making sure he never forgets it. | soothe his 
back, carressing it as | listen to his heavy breathing calm down This is what | live for. | live to conquer, and 
Dave Mustaine is my prize. 


